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SLOPER’S REFORMATION SCHEME. 

“ The authorities at the Military Tournament were considerably startled one day last week at the appearance of a mysterious stranger, clad from head to foot 
ina suit of mail. Upon his vizor being raised, the well-known features of Poor Pa were disclosed to view. It came out in course of discussion that Dad wishes 
0 revolutionise the British Army by turning Tommy Atkins into a sort of portable ironclad. He argues that the latter is not at present sufficiently protected. 
/pon one or is of the officers insinuating that my unfortunate parent was an ass, Papa cast his gauntlet at their feet and proudly left the building.”’—Tvortsit. 


A PURE AND LOFTY DUTY. _ . “THE NOBLE ART” 
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——— 
S Darre Bear coance 1—AT ITS BEsT. 

Teute & FiMance of It was Wednesday, the 10th of May, 1808, the day fixed 

ok Sens | =—— for the big fight for the C hampionship between John Gully 

Swineee and Bob Gregson. On the previous Saturday, the privileged 


circle had had the straight tip. The mill was to come olf 

§ \ near Woburn, on the coutines of the counties of Bedford 

SS is \ and Bucks. But this tip reached others than those for 

ty Lp 2 whom it was intended, and the uagistrates issued notices 
forbidding the threate sned breach of the peace. 

However, in spite of the proclamations published by the 
authorities, some hundreds started as early as Saturday and 
\ = Sunday, and secured beds and stabling in all the villages 
yRY y ‘ and haimlets near the spot named, The town of Woburn 

/ Spee was on Monday all uproar and confusion, people of every 
rank arriving on foot, on horseback, and in’ vehicles of 
every description clamouring for accommodation. — Very 
little was to be had. Thirty shillings a head was the lowest 
price for a bed of any kind, and to be allowed to sit or lie 
on the chairs of the public rooms all night, the ordinary 
price of a best bedroom was demanded. 

In one reom at Woburn, fifteen unfortunate gentlemen 
pigged Ne plone ies a floor, god oe cule too hay Vs ig 
pasanitate dd Financier n taken red-handed purloinin The same Financier, half an hour later (handing a hty trifle to proprietor of Jay a good cum for this hard fare UNC e Ue Ne ee 

penny postaye pi hand castor: log pris him. But, pal salle et “The Daily Poser ac you are, Gowter: Mer tow, this ee eile your room of their carriages, whilst the pour horses, though the 
n anger, or on account of the loss I have sustained. No! Simply asaduty little article re the Wild Goose Gold Mining Syndicate. Aud I thiuk you can weather was severe, were obliged to stand without covering. 
to the pure and lofty spirit of Commercial Morality ! depend upon another five pundred before the Official Receiver steps in. Tuesday arrived; this miserable state of things still con- 
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tinned, and the same high prices remained unchanced ; the land 
lord generally being sharp enough to secure the boots of every 
traveller if he had nothing else to lay hold of. 

Meanwhile, the Magistrates of Bedfordshire and Buckingham- 
shire were very busy. At the head of their constables, and witha 
subsidiary force of volunteers from the surrounding districts, they 
appeared upon ihe scene, determined to resist this unlicensed 
ineursion into their territories, and to stand an insurmountable 
harrier to the unlawful sport. The Dunstable Volunteers were out 
shortly after daybreak on the Monday morning, with drums 
beating, colours flying, cartouch boxes crammed, and bayonets 
fixed. The yokels were quaking with fear, supposing that tho 
French had landed. 

At last Wednesday dawned. and, between six and seven in the 
morning, 9 crowd of sporting svells came dashing into the town 
in their baronches and four. Biil Richmond, the pugilist, was 
placed at the Magpie to direct them to the spot where the ring was 
hitched on Ashley Common, but when all were assembled there, 

Jan Mendoza, “dressed in greea and mounted in style,” gallope 
up with two or three “ well-known amateurs * to say that the 
magistrates would not allow the fight to take place there, and led 
the way to Gregsen’s lodgings, where they found that, outside the 
door sented in Lord Barrymore's barouch, was Gregson himeelf, 
ready for the fray. Escorted by about one hundred and fifty 
noblemen and gentlemen on hozseback, and an immense retinue 
of gigs, tandems, curricles, and every species of vehicle, he set 
forth. This crowd was met by another as large coming from the 
opposite direction, and then the news was circulated that the fight 
would come off in Sir John Sebright’s park, about seventeen miles 
distant. The whole extent of the road was covered by one solid 
mass of passengers, and although many had sorely re ted of the 
expedition and sorrowfully returned homewards, the multitude 
pineered not to be in the least diminished. Broken down ca 
blocked the road. Knocked-up horses fell and could not go any 
further. All kinds of prices were offered for conveyances, and 
many hundreds of gentlemen were only too happy to be jolted 
along in brick carts at a shilling 9 mile. 

A ring was formed in the park. The exterior circle was nearl 
an acre, surrounded by a triple ring of horsemen and a double 
row of pedestrians; who, notwithstanding the wetness of the 
ground, Inay down on it without 2 murmur. Just before the fight, 
n torrent of rain poured down upon all, The combatants fought 
in silk stockings and were shoeless, and wore white breeches, 
Copine Barclay was gS ape umpire, 

the fight lasted an hour and a quarter, and was cleverly won by 
Gully, who returned to town in Lord Barrymore's carringe ; whilst 
poor Gregson was taken to the nearest inn and put to bed. Gully 
afterwards made na lot of money on the turf, and by coal mining 
and associated with the first circles in Hertfordshire, where he had 
an estate, and he was returned to Parliament as the representative 
of Pontefract, 

e e e e e e 

LATEST FROM TRAININ’ QUARTERS, 

thee dai av arive. iam under thee bedd. has thee pote av rote. 
“ Waik me wen thce bnttel’s over, mother.” 

(Neat week, The Noble Art” at its worst, 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


oe Copespendent wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Much obliged for enttinga, RERTHA; Teen ing, fa it not? 
What a bit ef check, PoLoxy ; We sould sooner sce him shot, Not 
a bit of it, A Reaver: You should get it by the tine, We can 
hardly say, A Lover, It's a very dreadful crime. Vea, by all 
means, HC. ARCHER. Glad von like the plan, F, J. All 
Me Gooseley's fault, TUR CHUCKER, Ile waa soaking all the es § 
Very sorry, HENRY MORTLAKE, Zhat we cannot use the sketch. 
Yovisie neecr fancied, ¥RANC1S, Dob was such a thorough sretch. 
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NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


"—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railay Servants on duty excepted ), who shall Aapeer, to meet 
aith his or her death in'a Ltailway Accident to the Train in 
shich they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tesue of ° ALLY SLoPEn's HALF- 
Houipay” be found upon the Deecased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HouIDAY” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance eae one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Jvlionwing Wednesday morning. 
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JUMBLES AND’ GINGERBREAD. 


Young Artist (proudly, to young lady friend who is inspectin 
his naw picture : ae, o what school a painting should you thin! 
1 belong, Miss Cutter? 

‘Miss Cutter (gazing critically at the daub through her glasses). 
Well—cer—do you know, I should say the elementary school, Mr, 
Maddersplach. *° 


De Masher (mecting friend returning from match). Hallo, deah 
boy ! how are you? ‘Oh! that beastly organ. Ain't you awfully 
tired of * After the Ball"? : 

Cricketer (1cho has been fielding all the afternoon), Oh, no! not 
abit! J'm going to play again {o-morrow. 

s 


THE oyster senson's ovcr now 
We're very glad to say ; 
And we without expense can tal:o 
Our best girl to the play. 
ss 
s 


She, What do you mean to wear at the fancy dress ball, Mr 


ner? 
He. Oh, weally, don'tcherknow, I’ve hardly thought about it 
yet: but I shnll go as something simple. 
She. Oh, that goes without saying, Mr. Byeoner, 
[And he went away wondering what on earth she meant, 


s 
“]7 is remarkable how, in this world, those who have not had 
the slightest business acquaintance whatever, will at length come 
face to face.” ‘This was engely remarked by tho Jersey cow on 
being introduced to the London milkman, 
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CIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 529.—The “Theatrical Page” Costume. 


“Tlavea pinch of snuff, Jack ?” 
“No, tankoo, gran’pa; my nose 
ain't hungry.” 


LY 


, 


N 


Firs Fatr One. This picture represents David billing Gollath 


“Tlullo! here's a chance, Dashet if I don’t 
try a bob'’sworth, anyhow.’ 


/ 


Second Fair One. David was a brave man, 
Buffer. Not so brave as n man 1 know. 
Firat Fair One. What did he do? 


Buffer. Married five times. 


AUTHORS — AUTHENTIC. 
No, 11.—Captein Marryat. 


(Captain, Marry-‘at.} 


“When yon've got no 
Rhino. matters become 
Cen,” 


aay. 


§ ——anaietindis eeaigesen. = 3! tate tact 


. [Satu-day, June 16, 1804, 
SCENE.—A sell-known seaside resort which had better be 


nameless, 
First Man. Hallo, old boy. Where are you off.to? 
Second Man, I'm going up to town to have a fish dinner, 
Sel Fact ans to sire tor vis ' i 
“Mm lan. Oh, yes, hy, including the rail uy 
cheaper than it is down here—brsices, you gel the ig figs pits 


“THE only advantage of the Cab Strike that 1 k "wy 
Betrueset: by heal we yo aor 80 weny chitoss reat 
eB e'n alw: i ‘ing to 
bilk the long-suffering hansoms.” ‘ ne from trying to 
Jones (to Smith, who has ma fod F 
your wife to seacesoat ete ee Pee eee 
Smith, 1f she would only leave me alone, I'd ask for nothing morc, 


“ Honours are divided—and so is my skirt,” ns tl 
said when the bally tie took place at the local ¢ycle race =" 


Writer, May 1 inquire, sir, why you decline 
Is there anything wroner in it? ie si Soneceny ay etary? 
Publisher, No, my young friend, there is not ; and that is why. 
You are evidently not au fait with contemporary literature, 


WHENE’ER to catch ‘your train you run, 
You might have walked wistlst th 

‘ou m ve whils att: 
That | ating el on behind, si dacante 


She (inclined to decline), But I have heard that 
terribly extravagant. ) ale 

He. Oh, dear, no! Quite a mistake, [ can assure you. Only a 
natural tendency on my sami to have everything of the very best, 
which 1 am carrying out in asking you to become my wife, dearest, 

She eto cunsider it. HHesitates, and is lust, 
2 a4 rather, won, 
Smith. Jones is getting very carcless in his personal a 
Brown, But I thought he was engaged to hoa 
Smith, He was. I suppose he’s either broken it off or else 
the ceremony's come off. ee 
s 


A LOVE tragedy in three acts, and three degrees of comparison 
Positive: Act 1.—Gal! Comparative: Act 11.—Gal fe 
lative: Act 111.—Gallows!!!_ nap 7 sought 


Young Wife (reading). “With bated breath 
she are feediy at hl." spe fe , and clenched hands, 

oung Hus - Hold hard a minute, dear! 1 
stared with her hands and breath, what ae she doing ‘vith eS 
eyes, I wonder? Read it over again, dear. 


THE question for debate at an advanced woman's meeting to 
which Mrs. Sloper was taken the other day, was, “Shall women 
pen rod Moe —_ mothe, or eal Hed work foe peer ying” 

ne dear o) ly urned out for as oman 
whether a good many Ana didn’t do both. ee ke a 


First Man. By Jove! old chap, that’s a pretty big tailor’s bill. 
I didn’t know you were so extravagant in the matter of clothes. 
Biigayt As Ui feces ig old man; it’s m Picts) who's 
F 8 er dressmak 
being tailor built. = er and insists upon 
s 


TRUTH's stranger far than fiction quite, 
A lot of folks declare ; 
And we must own as well that it 
Js fifty times as rare. 
ss 
s 
Mr. Crusher. No, l always believe if a thing's got to be done in 
doing it at once. I never let grass grow under my feet. 
Miss Smarter ee a meaning glance at her companion's 
number elerens). 1 can quite believe that, Mr. Crusher; I don't 
suppose it would have very much chance. 


es 


s 
It is quite a mistake to suppose that they manufacture slceve 
links on a stud farm. na 
s 
She, We should never have received an invitation to the 
Swagzerby’s wedding if 1 hadn't mentioned that I'd bought a 
couple of little presents for the happy pair. 
fe. Ah, did you? Well, that’s what I call presents of mind, 
you know. ee 
s 


“NEVER judge by appearances,” as the temperance lecturer 
remarked, when the enterprising shopman tried to sell him a new 
patent self-ndjusting latch-key, because he thought the water- 

ibber looked as though he came home late from a no-heel-taps 
emoker every other evening. °° 


HERE, you ought to this one easily. Why does a defunct 
tailor resemble a certain tip fora horse race? hat, you give it 
up? Why, because it’s a dead snip, to be sure. Ha, ha! 

ee 


Friend. Will you have a drink, Pat - 
. Sure an w nt, sor. never h f but 
one Oirishman who ref a drink when it ‘ein’ area | bie, : 
‘Friend, How was that, Pat? 
Pat. Oh, bedad ! the poor gossoon had the lockjaw! 
ss 


* 
Parent (who has caught his little son smoking). My boy, 1 am 
astounded. J never smoked until [ was three braid net pik 
Sun. Didn't sou really, guv.? Well, you know you always had a 
weak stomach. ee 
s 
THERE was a young maid of Forfar 
Who took on a strongish cigar, 
But before very long, 
Like the cove in the song, 
She dunno at all where she are, 
ss 
s 


First Pretty Dear. What is the matter, dear? you look quite 


upect. 

Second Pretty Dear. Enough to make me. .1 never knew any- 
thing so provoking in all my life! I could amp, I could! Here's 
a note signed “Charlie,” asking me if 1 will go for a drive on his 
coach this afternoon, and I don’t know which Charlie it is. 

ss 
s 

“THERE are many objections to a play being written for an 
actor, and one is that he will not allow a decent proportion of 
literary excellence in it for fear that the actor anould be outshone 
by the author."—SLOPER’s PHILOSOPLY. 

ss 
s 

Biggs. Money makes the man, you know. 

Baye. Oh, 1 don’t know : it's man that makes the money in the 
majority of cases. 

pi a 
Every Monday. One Halfpenny. 


LARKS. 
Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
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TOOTSIE AT THE CRITERION. 


SCE a time, the Dook Snook tells me, there were no really 
onenal Haglish play writers. Shakespeare certainly wasacribbist, 


Lady Dorot 
Mant Moone. 


Lord 

©. WyNpnaM. 
Bulwer Lytton boned a lot of Ae 
Maddison Morton collared Bow a 
1 suppose now we have changed all that. Anyhow, we don't steal 
from the French. 

In May, 1859, Tom Taylor produced at the Adelphi a piece called 
The House or the Home, in which Alfred va yed an M.P. as 
Mr. Charles Wyndham does now in The Candidate. The Critic,a 
journal since extinct, spoke of it as a “slavish translation.” No 
Treoch author's name aj on the “bill”; and the Critic 
furiously attacked the thievish son of perfidious Albion. John 
Oxenford in the 7émes took up the cudgels for Taylor, and pointed 
out that although the outline of the story bore some resemblance 
to a French drama, yet the subject was so treated by the English 
writer that his work “was original enough for all practical pur- 
poses.” Unfortunately the writer of this article called the French 
piece, speaking from memory, Perils dans la eure 
of Prril en la Demcure, and on this very trivial error the Critic 
attacked all the other unfortunate news r writers who had 
copied it, and told them they did not know what they were talkin 
about. But he spoilt himself. -He gave a speech from the Frenc' 
pivce in the original, and its “slavish translation ae Tom 
Taylor, The extreme cleverness of the adaptation of same 
sentence, 
the way in 
which the 
French, or 


from one Moliére, and John 
Coz froma French farce. But 


fashion of 
thought 
was avoid- 
ed and 
dressed in 
English 
earbforan ff 
English 
audie 
showe 
how much 
less than 
little the 
critic 
knew of 
what he 
was talk 


ng about. ” ‘Aj , 
1s was tain Hazelpoot: Bafin: 
pointed oF WORTHING, G. GIDpENs, 


out tohim 
and he, I believe, ignominiously sought refuge in his shell. 

If the authors’ names of play the plot and plan of which are so 
far departed from as is Bisson’s é de Bombignac in Mr. 
Justin M‘Carthy’s Candidate, must be printed on the programme, 
it appears to me that difficulties will arise. How about the new 
burlesque written up to the “new humour”? Why, after the 
hundredth night there wouldn't be room for half the authors’ 
names, unless you left out those of the actors, acting-managers, 
musicians, scenery, and scene painting chaps. 

You ought to go and see the Candidate. Whoever wrote it, 
there is no mistake about the quality of the acting. The ever 
young and volatile Charles is at his best in one of these characters. 
Charles Matthews was never better, and, in some respects, never 
so good. It is delightful to see and hear an impetuous actor, 
Whose heart and soul seem to be in his work, instead of the 
terrible young men and women who tell their little tales in an 


. Mr. Somerset as the Sleepy Man, Mr. Frank 
and Miss Miriam 
success of the 


Mrs, Martlett: 


Patri BRownN. W. BLAKELY. 


ce, which, my dears, please understand, is not all about politics, 
the rather badly chosen name would lead you to believe. The 
lities happen “off,” and the rest is just exactly what girls care 
Mit. So there—hurry up! 


ee a ee 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


BIFFITT’S BOXING CLUB. 

It was just like Biffitt's beastly, sneaking, mean, got-a-bit-up-his- 
sleeve nature to start it. We were all amateurs down in Goose 
Green, and we thought that Biftitt was, too, In these days of 
violence every fellow should be able to take his own part, an 
well, that's just how it all started. 

Sam Muggiuthrush was a head taller than Biffitt, but he didn't 
come near his weight by—let's say a couple of stone. That showed 
Biffitt’s beastly meanness: he took Sam Mugginthrush on first. 
The way he walked into poor Sam's Erwenig anatomy was little 
short of disgusting. When we rushed in and stop the third 
round, and pulled Sam out of the fireplace, we felt like speaking 
our minds ; but Sam was a good plucked "un. 

“It's your left I can’t manage,” he said, igh oe the blood from 
his nose on the red rep curtains. “You've a wonderful left. Good- 
bye, old chap.” 

“ Good-bye, if you must go.” 

Three evenings later Sam came into the Ruby Rhinoceros— 
that's the house we all use—and he'd got a pal with him, He was 
2 little bit of a chap, with shoulders that sloped off like a hock 
bottle, and Sam said : 

“I re you chaps, this is my night for my volunteer drill, but 
my pal here, Billy Bunkerton, has heard me talk of Biftitt’s left: I 
wish one of you chaps would take him up there,” and he added, in 
a whisper, as though he didn’t wish Mr. Bunkerton to hear it, 


“you'll be sure to see some fun.” 

Vell, we'd just as soon see Bunkerton knocked out—for we'd 
arrived at the conclusion by this time that Biftitt was a scorc 
as anybody else, so we took the greenhorn up. _ 

Though Bunkerton looked such a Juggins, he pulled off his shirt 
and tied his braces round his waist as neatly as a fellow that was 
used to it. Biffitt said something about “ Don't be afraid, old sports- 
yan, caly 8 friendly spar.” And Bunkerton said all right, he 
wouldn't be. : 

Then they shook hands—just for all the world as hgeg ts they'd 
been Corbett and Mitchell—and Bittitt led off with a light ‘un 
on the nose. Blessed if the novice didn’t return with a fair old 
lung-tester, just above Biftitt’s diaphragm. It was bay abeg! damage ; 
nearly as sudden, indeed, as the next one, which landed in the 


same place. 
“Good old learner!" shouted somebody. 
“ Pop in your left, Biffitt,” called out somebody else. 
Biffitt seemed to have forgotten all his science all of a sudden, 
In reply tu all the urging of his friends he be ypesm edgy Le 
ve 


to us coves looking on, that we didn't notice exactly where the 
next thirteen or fourteen hot 'un’s landed ; but Biffitt was certainly 
getting pounded into pulp. We could just see that he was La be | 
to say something—seemed as if he objected to the novice’s sty 
figh ig—but every time he opened his mouth to expostulate, 
young ‘un banged his fist into it. 

Then Biftitt was knocked out. 


y 

Absolutely !! 

Not a vestige of doubt about it!!! 

We helped the winner into his clothes, and sent him away all 
covered with glory ; then seven of us made vinegar brown- 
pepe: pester for Bititt. Where Billy Bunkerton came from 
nobody ever found out; but Biffitt and Sam Mugginthrash don't 
speak to one another now. 


—. 


THE VERNAL CLEANING. 


‘TWAS six months past ie November last) 
That a Benedict's life I started : 

And from then till now I protest and vow 
That I've ever been cheery-h f 

But at length with woe does my soul o'erflow, 
For my wife is buried.—I'm meaning 

Not—not that she sleeps where the earth-worm 


creeps, 
But she’s buried in vernal cleaning. 


My face I lave and my cheeks I shave 
Each morn in the realms of Cookie, 
And a ploughboy’s snack in the third floor back 
1s the luncheon I get, by Hookey! 
From pillar to post I am hurled and tossed : 
1 sleep in the loft, chagrining 
My soul all night ; yet my wife is quite 
On her hobby in ve: cleaning. 


It makes me vexed when I hear that next 
To godliness cleanliness ranketh ; 

For, to hear the way that nf tongue each day 
Blank—colon—dash—hyphen—blanketh 

In this cleaning time, you would feel that I'm 
Being cursed with a baleful leaning 

To un-godly ways through the cruel craze 
Of this very in-vernal cleaning ! 


BAR-BAR.-OUS. 

WE know an amateur artist, a big refreshment bar owner, who 
owes his success in the arts entity to his home-made painting 
brushes, They are entirely constructed from the eyelashes 
gathered in front of the bar which have dropped from the lids 
of the young men who have winked at the bar-engine-pumping 
lovely ones. 

ee 


A BAGONET BALLAD. 

“WHat d'ye say to me, guvnor? I'm a-shiverin’ in me shoes? 
Well, I think you'd bloomin’ well shiver if you 'ad to break the 
news. I s'pose you ain't ‘eard about Inky, a-lyin’ in the gutter 
down there, wiv a pint or more of his own blue blood mixed u 
wiv his auburn ‘air. We spun the ‘a'’penny, guvnor, who shoul 
go to his ‘ouse an’ tell his miasis about the scrimmage, an’ what to 
er bloke befel. The job fell to me—yus, blow it!' te wasn't no 
catch, you bet. An’ afore I was done, my fo was bathed in a 
quart o’ sweat. I found his Old Dutch in the kitchin,a-hummin’ a 

tive song ; but she dried up as soon as she saw me—she saw 
ere was sumthin’ wrong. Then I ‘ankeyed about an’ stammered, 


an’ ea: 

 Mineis,” says I, ‘be brave; for yer ‘usband's now a-lyin'——’' 
Great Scot! what a shriek she gave! An’ she started acoryin’ an’ 
moanin’, an’ wringin’ ‘er bloomin’ ‘ands; whilst ‘er ‘air it fell like 
seaweeds, what you finds on Southend sands. 

“Qh ‘eaven!’ she cries, ‘me ‘usband. Will he ne’er come back 
tome?’ And she reeled about an’ staggered, as bad as ever I see. 

“‘So brave, so kind, so noble, so lovin’, tender and strong; and 
now [ shall never see ‘im, tho’ | wait the whole day long! Oh, ‘ow 
shall | tell ‘is children, what clustered about ‘is knee; and ‘ow 
shall I tell ‘is messmates, what warned ‘im ag’inst the sea?’ 

“Well, I tell you, she went on ravin'—for a mile she must ha’ 

n ‘eard ; and I dussent contry-dict ‘er, nor say a bloomin’ word. 
I seemed to be done up, somehow, an’ me tongue it stuck to me 
teeth ; an’ 'ardly a breath come up'ards from me bloomin’ lungs 
beneath. But: 

“Bessie,” says I, of a sudden, like a cur a-turnin’ tail, ‘don't 
think as he's dead—cos he ain't, lass ; he’s on'y locked up in gaol !° 
< glared at me for a minute—for a minute or two, an’ says 

e: 
ie mean that the bloomin’ loafer ‘as got pinched ag'in?’ 
says she. 

* An’ she ups with a tub an’ smashes it, fair over me bloomin’ 
‘ead. An’ I tumbled she'd the intention for to ‘paint the village 
red.’ Sol pm through the gate an’ mizzled ;-an’ I nearly left me 
thoes, | And in future I ain't to be kidded for to go an’ break no 
news!” 

ihe 


a eee eee 


supposed to tell you crery- “os 
thing 7 and Captain Hawk KS 
swore only Inst week I >-.- 


ul—or 
silly little h 
br ‘ eget ; sek! Ifis! d 

em. But men are zo fickle, so selfish, and such horrid fii 
—all except my Bertie. He's such a love! such a poppet! and he's 
all my own. And let me tell you, it's something to have a man all 
to yourself in this age of competition. If anyone knows it, Jought to. 


of drivellin 
simply in a night- 


ut 
ial edition of 
e Star, Medical 
aid was at once 
procured, and the 
unfortunate 
patient placed 
under proper re- 


that any recovery ; 
of his sanity is re- \\ 
ed as hopeless, ; 
is, however, in * 
his immediate cir- , 
cle, an open secret 
that for months 
¢ Mr. Sillikin 
been suffering 
from softening of 
the brain, the 
prideisiess|. Detnn, 
appears, the only 
one real 
dark regarding his 
condition. In all probability, the prospect of approaching bliss 
was the final straw that completed the overthrow of his reason, 


atete a Lo. Ot Mt ditt ot i tee ee a 
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A PARAGON. 


~~. — 


I aw such a girlish, giddy young thing, that I fecl p:sitive 
bac oahi over wth bli a 1 . DoMively 
‘o-morrow I am to married, Why shouldn't [ take 
readers of “SLOPER” into J ae 
my confidence, and tell them 
atreasure, what a para- 
gon, is captive to my bow 
and spear 
to be prim, and staid, and 
demure, and reserved, but lL 


I know lought 


3 for when Lam prop. “frees, \\\ ‘ 
erly made up—what with +e AW 

that last new sct of teeth, 
and that love of an auburn 
plait, and just a tiny, artful, 
aggravating dab 
over the pearl pow——but, 
gracious! what aw 1 run- 
on ey pari I'm 
a little ivanter >, (N77 

when I start. ali 
Oh! the sweethcarts I've |! 


of rouge 


nearly had. My ‘! 


is incapable 


An artful dab of rouge, 


fell in love with me at first sight, five months ago. The 


boy! He's so pale, and interesting, and has such a love of a 
moustache just coming. 
for, eomething—I forget what it is, but I know it makes his hea 

= ba left it on ue it eelly doesn’t ray A oo rs he has 
six hun a year of his own. Fancy! siz—hundred—a— iy 
What a lucky little tiddykins 1am! er 
Within three days we perfectly doted on one another ; and in less 
than a month we were engaged. Oh, my blushes! when the long- 
looked -for, anxiously -expected question came at last! Did 1 
hesitate in snying “yes”! Did I falter? Did I equivocate? Not 
me! 1 threw myself into his arms like a hurricane. And so would 
you, if you'd waited to hear a similar question for over twenty 
e—— There I Va again. I'm so contiding. “Don't call me 


He is nearly twenty-two, and is studyin 


" said, “it's such a mouthful. Call me your little puss.” 


And don't we adore each other! He tells me his soul yearns for 


me with an intense 
/~ longing. Of course, 
to be yearned for 
x ith an Pg ot 
. onging 3 sim 
\ delicious: bot when 
\ you read in the 
[ papers about horrid 
men beating their 
V wives, it makes you 
just a wee bit—— 
ag there! doesn't 


But all doubts 
fled when he said, 
“Ethelberta, let me 
Saas tell you the 
sort of husband you 
will have to put up 
with. I sha’'n'’t 
smoke, beciuse it 
makes mo sick. I 
have no male 
frienda, so there will 
be no bringing any- 
one home to dinner 

miscuously, As 


ain hever go out at 
i i} = night, a Iatchkey 
. — pk Deak yes 
“Call me your little puss.” and I think elderly 


servants much nicer 


and more convenient than young ones. I think that’s all.” 
Now, did you ever—— 
think, ofall the 


Well, there! I hugged him! And 1° 
luckiest little pusses——gracious me ! it’s bedtime ! 
° ° 


e e e 
Extract from the “ Shepherd's Bush Observer.” 


PAINFUL OCCURRENCE. — An event, almost tragic in its 
intensity, has cast a sad gloom over Goldhawk Road. It appears 
esterday morning, Miss Ethelberta Makeweight, of 39 
Cupidown Terrace, was to have been married at St. 
Martyr, and, shortly before the appointed hour, duly entered the 


cter's the 


by a bevy of bridesmaids and the usual 


accom 

etcetera. The bri m, however, Mr. Herbert Sillikin failed to 
an appearance, an ra lengthy an infu, o 
idee, messengers were dispatched in eck oe the Trahainy 
gentleman. We say unhappy, for, proceeding at once to his apart- 
ments, his horrified frien 
gz in the 
corner of a room, 


discovered the object of their scarch 


ete state 
attire 


e hear -. 


A state of drivelling idiotcy, 


ly in the 


ji lee 


1ss ALLY SLOPER’S 


WHAT A PECULIAR PATTERN. 
“Yes, I am going to a billiard match with Charlie, and I call 
this my ‘spot barred * dress.” 


“Lor’ luv me, if I pluck this bloomin’ bud for the 
guv'nor the missus will sack me at once. She's sich a 


” 
jealous crittur.” by Jove! 


' ©4° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receire photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


i TOOTSIE’'S FRIENDS. 
Can | 


ae 


ee ee 


It was that — at the Academy of Jack Itrctt's did it—“ Ramsgate Sands.” 
Long and lovingly A. SLOPER upon it, and then observing, “ Here's off !” 
hurried back to Mildew Court, crammed a change of linen into his left-hand trousers 
ket, after hurriedly trimming the frayed edges, and the money—carefully stowed 
ina gallypot on the top shelf of the parlour cupboard, in case the company should 
come to cut the water off—into the right, and said, “ Good-bye, little woman ! cau't 
stop; off to Ramsgate!" “What!” criel Mrs. s. “before our ‘oliday tower, and 
alone?" “Yea,my own! Jack Brett's picture bas sct me longing for a whiff of the 
briny ; soon be back—ta, ta!” “Notso!” cried Mrs. 8. planting herself before the 
front door, adding, “ gimme back that money, you old waggabone!" “Stand aside, 
woman, ani let me " demanded her consort, melodramatically, “or by my 
halidom I shall lose the train!” But Mra. 8. replied with a defiant “ Ha, ha!” “You 
still bar my way!” cried he,“then nought remains but this,” and, quickly turning 
about, he rushel down the paseage, through kitchen and scullery, out into the back 
yard, cleared the boundary wall at a leap, found himself in the open country, and 
was off like a hare, with, to use the title of one of his friend Brett's well-known 
pictures, the “Echoes of a far off storm” ringing in his ears.—(1) The twins, on 


No. 343.—M1s3 LAURA JESSOP. 


“No power can shake my firm and trustful love.” 
—The Dook Sncok. 
“De mine, beloved, my life is wholly thine!” —Lord bub. 


“A fairer maid ne'er ste; upon the boards.” 
soe el as —The Hon. Billy. 


= a rr nee | ret me ek 


Ss 4 a AES 

(1) Pastor Peter Partan, the Harishell Baptist, met Hector McPhail, o’ the (2) “I canna’ langer keep mysel’ frae wipin’ 

) U.P., the ither sabbath mornin’. *Aw'll no contaminate ma claes wi’ rubbin’ the ground wi sic a heepycreetical 
aguinst sic na heretical infant sprinkler,” said Peter. said the Rev. Hector. 


ee wee maara-ee . ae ee 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“Champagne, sir ?" “No, thank you. 
some here there was nothing sham about it; it was real pain, 


. The last time I had I had been a parlour- 
maid in his own family.”— £ztract 


Jrom letter of Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER—JOHN BRETT, Esq., A.R.A. 


ascertaining that papa had gone to the seaside without them, burst into tears,— 
(2) And Jubilee, being a boy of action, seized his spade and pail from out the lumber 
room and started in pursuit, and was subsequently lugged out of a first-class carriage 
of a Tunbridge Wells train just as it was on the move. After a comfortable journcy 
down, A. SLOPER arrived at Ramsgate, and at once made his way to the sands. The 
tide was ont, exposing the low wrack-covered rocks. “'Twas here,” said he, “my 
old friend mt, ves-—no—my eyes do not deceive me! ‘Tis he himself! Jack 
Brett, ahoy!"——(3) The famous painter of the sea was having a cooler: 

bare-headed, was allowing the salt-laden breeze to fan his massive brow. He at once 
commenced lecturing the F.0.M. on his pet theory, that pictures should be oblong a8 
the eyes were side by side,——(4) Ami made A. SLOPER assume uncomfortable 
attitudes to prove it. “'Pon my soul, Jack!” said A. SLOPER, straightening him- 
self to the crick out of his back, “I believe you are right.” And when he 


reti to his sorrowing family, he sct Alexaniry to work to sev how it panned out 
in portraiture. —(5) Lut, on putting their henuis together, they found that the only 
way to bring out its beauties was to get a sidelong squint at the picture, as those 
admirers of the Eminent’s noble lineaments cau see for themselves. 


THE ELDER SHOCKED AGAIN. 


(3) “Sicna like thing,” said Elder McNab, “fechtin’ like heethins an’ disturbin’ the lang years o’ religious 
planger,” peace an’ toleration, the pride o’ this bonnic pairsh. Come awa, ye pugnacious deevils, an’ dinna be makiu 
the bluevottles be breakin’ the sabbath ou yer heretical carcasses.” 
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Ws 


all-at Malye 


‘i 


covering -»-Diasqond 


_ 
THe -Yeomeq-of-GHe-Guar d. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Well, my noble sportsmen, how goes it now? All well and strong, I hope. Walk this way, in Palace Yard :—The treaty—well, the French, I think, Are wasting quite a lot of ink:—The 
please, [ have a fine and large show on this week, which you mustn’t miss on any account. No game of baseball looks this year Like coming into favour here :—“ OF jewels,” said cabby, I’m no 
pushing there, please : one at a time, and you'll all get in comfortably. That's the ticket; now we'll judge.” The beak observed, “ Oh, that's all fudge ?"—Some mothers think they ought to place Their 
make w start :—Avr such a crime a hanging would I fancy be a lot too good :—The Maxim cuirasa children safely in acase—There youare! ‘That's all J can do for you this week.” Call again at the 
now, we fintl, Was really nothing but a blind :—Behold the Yeomen of the Guard, All on parade swe time next week, and, punctual as usual, you'll find THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


A FINANCIAL PROBLEM. 


Kind Friend (sith sledge hammer, to the great Americun sword 


aralleeer): Hold steady a minute, Jack, and let me give it 
‘ap. 


“Here's a go! I found that stout chap asleep in the sun, 
80 I covers his head with my broad brimmer, and now he 
walks off without thanking a cove.” 


WORTH KNOWING. 
If you want to get on as an Art Master, there fs onty one nea = pan . 
y- You must dress like this and abuse the students like “I want to borrow thnt five shillings again, dearest.” “ Which five shillings? There's one you returned, and “1 say, Jane, if ver won't kiss us, shake hands,” “No, fear, 
k pockets,” one you didn't. I'll led you the one you iidn't ; so now you owe me ten shillings.” D'yer think I warut mec bands covered with black.” 


290 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


pide wine Tied oy pin is not by any means unfamiliar to Eee 


leeds of Dick of that Ik will be remem 

and talked of for 
many years to 
come yet. Whe- 
ther the French 
Turpin, who is at 
present being so 
muchly written 
about in the 
Parisian press, is 
or will be euti- 
tled to the same 
recognition from 
his fellow-coun- 
trymen, remains 
to be seen, It is 
asserted by his 
admirers that he 
has invented a 
powder, the igni- 
tion of a small 
portion of which 
would put a 
»eriod to the ex- 
stence of two or 
three hundred 
rabbits in the 
space of two 
twos. If this is 
the case, the 
genial Turpin 
should be amply repaid for his exertions. The Australian Govern- 
ments have for years past been offering munificent rewards for 
the best means of abating the rabbit pest. If Turpin is anything 
but a vain boaster, now is his time to weigh in for the prize. 
Nesides the powder, it is generally asserted that M. Turpin has 
invented a man-slaying engine, guaranteed to propel a shower of 
bullets to n distance of eighteen or twenty miles. This sounds all 
right in theory. If M. Turpin could oblige with a shower of 
“ Unsweetened,” it would be more appreciated by A. SLOPER. 


ANOTHER dispute has arisen with reference to the ownership of 
the Pacific islands. Let us hope it will be settled pacifically. 


THE season for coarse fishing opens on the 16th inst. The 
season for gross lies commences simultaneously. 


In America they have an Ofd Maid Insurance Club, which 
announces to pay a dividend to cach member stil! unmarried at the 
age of forty. A similar institu- 
tion ought to thrive over here; 
but for the fact that no self- 
respecting English damsel could 
ever be got to retain the smallest 
doubt as to the probability of 
eecuring » husband. And it isn’t 
always the pretty ones who 
ay: as inany a seaside belle (f 
has found to her cost ; but they 
would be the first to scout the 
idea of being compelled toremain 
single. *,° 


THE City Police Minstrels were 
on the warpath a week or two 
back, when Mr. A. Shirley gave 
his vocal, instrumental, dramatic 
and gymnastic entertainment, at 
the Salutation Hotel, Newgate 
Street. Chief-Inspector Palmer 
was in the chair, and filled it ad- 
mirably. The varied and length 
programme was gone throug 
with great effect. <A capital 
sketch, written and arran by 
Mr. Shirley, in which Miss Maud 
Shirley, Mr. A. Shirley and Mr. 

Daylesford took rt was 
frratls sppcecieted by the assem- 
led audience. After the sketch 
Mr. A. Shirley gave an exhibition of clever . f oypacees fairly 
turning himself inside out. This latter part of the programme 
was received with great applause. a 
s 


Frou-Frow has had a very satisfactory little run at the Comedy 
and many is the playgoer who has taken the opportunity afforded 
him of renewing pleasant acquaintance with this truly delightful 
work. Perhaps the most interesting feature of the reproduction is 
the emphatic success of Miss Wini: Emery in the title réle, 
who, with her husband, Mr. a Maude, Mr. Brandon Thomas, 


Mr. H. B. Irving, Miss Vane, Miss Marie Linden, and Miss O'Brian, 
are the principal members of a most excellent cast. 
ss 


s 
THE rumour that a presentation to the editor of Larks/ by a 
grateful public is coming off shortly at the Albert Hall is at bit 
premature. The idea has been sugges but the talented chief 
of our giant ha'porth hangs back. Buy Larks ! weekly and show 
it to your friends, is all that he asks, What modesty! What 
noble self-sacrifice ! *\° 


MARRIAGE is, as a rule, a very delicate subject to deal with, 
But the author of Marriage at the Court Theatre has avoided all 
indelicateness and all 
indiscreetness ; conse- 
quently, we have pro- 
vided for us at the 
Court one of the best 
written comedies that 
has ever been pro- 
duced on the London 
Fst The piece is as 
well sta; 


acted, which is saying 
n good deal, The caste 
is naturally a small 
one, as the characters 
are few. Of course, 
under these circum. 
stances, to individua- 
lize would be unfair ; 
suftice it to admit that 
each and every one 
engaged are thor. 
oughly capable, and 
interpret their parts 
in a thoroughly con- 
scientious manner, 


* 

WE have just re- 
ceived from the Crown 
“Etchine” Co, a bot- 
tle of their speciality. 
If you want to repro- 
duce some of the best 
Mustrations from “ ALLY SLOPER’s HALF HoLipay” in your 
rcrap-books, you should purchase a boitle of “ Etchine” at the 
earliest opportunity. The price is only sixpence, which is, as 
things go now, dirt cheap. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THERE {s evidently some delusive attraction for the F.O.M. in 
Maida Vale. He was in that vicinity — last week, in company 
with Tootsie: and being in close proxi- 
mity to the Met., was a to let the 
matd-arail herself of a look in, while the 
Venerable re; awhile. It was a wet 
night—in two senzes for A. SLOPER—but 
withal “stars” were shining in galore on 
the,boards of the famous hall, When 
the)jEminent arose, he listened with 
bated breath to Chevalier's clock song 
and to Ada Reeve's “ Now will You Be 
Good?" both of which recalled vivid 
recollections of bygone days, Charles 
Godfrey's “Lost Daughter” visibly 
affected the Ancient One, who ever and 
anon was moved to tears—or some other 
moisture, and left his seat to go.out and 
weep. However, both father and daughter 
appreciated the excellent array of talent 
provided by the ¢; and when 
the Ancient got on his hind legs to 
depart, he heaved a sigh of regret. 


s 

AccoRDING to a weekl probing 
the superstitious citizens of a town with- 
in a hundred miles of the county of 
Yorkshire are in a fever of excitement 
over an inspired hen avhich has been 
laying eggs with writing on mg om 
phecying the end of the world. If these 
talented hens would only lay bricks, with 
the words Cock-a-doodle-doo written on 
them in legible characters, the more en- 
lightened portions of the B.P. would not fail to appreciate the 
joke. *,° 


From an American contemporary we gather that the women of 
California are clamouring for a vote. ell, if they insist upon 
entering into politics, they must acquire the habit of carrying pint 
flasks, meno nee and chewing tobacco; they must also learn to 
make a night of it with some of the boys. 


= 
TuHI8 ia to give notice that if on or after the Fifteenth of June 
next, the extra duty on “ Unsweetened" is not withdrawn, the 
Eminent will sever himself from political life altogether. Lord 
Rosebery and Sir William Harcourt please note. 


s 
THE last nights of Don Juan at the Gaiety Theatre are 
already announced, therefore those who have not yet witnessed 
a performance of one of the spiciest burlesques of modern times 
are recommended to do so without delay. Arthur has 
never been seen to better advantage. 


THE Women Writers Dinner came off last week at the Criterion, 
and a goodly assemblage of fair scribes assembled to do justice to 
the repast. A. SLOPER, 
asa bold, bad man, was, 
of course, not invited, 
but Tootsie, who, by 
virtue of her connec- 
tion with the “ Ha.r- 
Howtpay,” can claim 
to be a “literary lady,” 
vga) in the festivity. 

ith feminine perver- 
sity, however, she de- 
clines to disclose 
authentic particulars ; 
and, as far as we and 
our artist are concerned, 
imagination can only 
picture the nature of the 

ge, 


ee 

THE Mildewed Fabric 
has this day been pleased 
to confer the Award of 
Merit upon Herr Dowe, 
because he's incented a 
bullet-proof coat. 
“ Feyther,” chortled the 
Azure Orbed, “despite 
ot me coves wore in 
a-trying parage 
this ‘ere hinvention, 1 
consider Herr Dowe still 
master of the situation. 
He's proved himself a Dowe-t 
A was too overcome to adm 
Eyed had made himself scarce, | 


s 
Mrs. SLOPER's Garden Party comes off next week in the exten- 
sive seta attached to Mildew Court. The Prince and Princess 
of Wales and a few other celebrities have declined owing to 
ps Sens, but the élite of Battersea will undoubtedly 
presen 


THE posters of the evening papers last week contained the line: 
“Strange Death of n Wine Merchant.” Perhaps he imbibed some 
of his own one and threepenny sherry by mistake. 


opponent, ain't 'e?” And _ the 
ister correction before the Blue 


s 
Davy STEPHENS, of Kingstown, Ireland, was again one 
of the most conspicuous figures at Epsom on Derby day. Con- 
sequently, the popular song gee the racing fraternity was “Get 
your hair cut.” vy, though, didn’t seem to mind at all, 


At last the Cab Strike looks fike being settled ; will doubtless 
be so, in fact, before or soon after these lines are in print, and 
everybody 
who, upon 
occasions, 
are wont to 


act as medi- 
ator be. 
tween mnas- 
terand men. 
both parties 
may rely 
upon the 
dispute 
being ar- 
ranged with 
absolute 
im parti- 
ality, and 
the only 
pity of it is, 
that the 
Re pular 

ome Secretary was not called upon before ; however, better late 
than never, and Jet us hope that the strike will end to the satis- 
faction of all parties, 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FOR TOR WEEK ENDING 23RD JUNE, 1694, 
———— 


17th June, 1889.—A newspaper of this date says: “ 
Warasdin, in Vroatin, we hear ther a spinster named Caliente 
Dominico, aged eighty-three, has been led to the matrimonial altar 
by o tramway-conductor of that district, thirty-seven years her 
junior, To make the case still more imposing, the bride was 
accompanied to the church by her mother, who was no less than 
pie —, - fee! The ceil lady * on ap ve been in an ecstasy 

le at having been allowed to live enough 1 
‘child married.” ee ee 


18th June, A.D. 64.—The burning of Rome, which occurred 
this day, waaattrlinced by Nero to he Christians, or those 
accu by “that Imperial calf” in that “common sewer of 
unblushing infamy,” some were sewn in the skins of wild beasts 
and torn by dogs, or fastened upon crosses ; the greater part were 
lye upon the pile, and burned like lumps of naphtha to give 


19th June, 1668.—Says Evelyn, under this date: “ 
play with several of my _re 7 Evening Lover: Bigtk nnd 
y and very profane. It afflict stage was 
and poluted p tongs licentious times.” This pieee was 
prosebly An egy » by John Dryden. In it a 
her Garam (oe “ Miss a 6 bo hig call the 
o en's works), also Mrs. Bowtel, Mrs. Quin, 
Knapp and Mrs, ms 


tty Slate, 
20th J 


2ist June, 1775. — Dr. Thunberg, who this day sailed 
from Batavia for Japan, speaking of the strictness of the cearch of 
the custom-house officers says: “ Pots of sweetmeats and butter 
are stirred round with an iron skewer. Our cheeses had a very 
narrow inspection ; a hole was cut in the middle of each and 
a knife o— into ope of berm in every Peocien: even the 
eggs were not exem m suspicion of them were broken 
lest they should conceal contraband gcods within them.” 


22nd June, 1791.—This Symo nicknamed “ 
ig pod fe ‘ cothtr?man e| Lope father 
‘enner’s 
pl hrcecs tik xbridge. Sym who was more 


on the Ridgeway ; and defeated him after a slashi ht of forty- 
Fishy was henseforth called “the Yee Ruffian.” 


23rd June, 1626.—On this day a codfish was ht to: 
Cambridge et, which upon being was found to.contain 
a book in its maw. Ina letter now in the British Museum, written 
by Mr. Mead, of Christchurch College, the writer says —"I saw all 
with mine own eyes—the fish, the man, the book. . . . He that 
his nose as near as I yester morning, would have been per- 
suaded there was no imposture here without witness.” The book 
was written by one, John Frith, while in prison, comprising several 
treatises on religious subjects. “ Strange to say,” writes Chambers, 
“he had been long confined in a fish-cellar at where many 
of his fellow prisoners died from the impure of un- 


sound salt-fish. He was removed from thence to the Tower, and - 


in 1658 ups burnt st the stake, Sor his adherence to the ref 
gion. 


THE LATEST PHASE OF IT. 
(The following vorgepeartog hes spa ergy : “Wanted for 
Jaly ist, at a perfect Cook. Wages £15, and journcy paid."—/ress.) 
EmMPLoyEnrs large, who to their charge 
Have had jobs committed, 
And once could pay rates per day, 
eg now be muchly pitied. 
Small wages now for sweating brow 
And brain they needs must pay ; 
For that mystic “made in Germany ” 
Has their profit ta’en away. 


i apt pa we stare he jeri 

e and groan, an ve ; 

That time-worn phrase has reached a phase 
Which we can scarce believe. 

For, not content with German wares 
Which ought to be tabooed, 

We want the “ Maid in Germany” 
To come and cook our food ! 


——— 


JUST LIKE ‘EM! 


As he dropped his Special Standard, and paused to mentally. 
calculate what 17 to 2 on, to a dollar, was, she drew her chair : 
little closer, and, daintily lifting her skirts to show her tootsies, 
asked : “ How do you like my new patents? Don’t you think——" 

“1 think, dear,” said he, mentally abandoning the arithinetical 
puzzle, “they're brightly and brilliantly perfect.” 

seed) irae with a rapt and large-eyed gaze that comprehended a 
liberal inch (more or less) of creaseless silk above the territory he 
was invited to survey; and she turned her head away with a 
onan hams smile and an excellent and well practised imitation of a 

ush, 

“1 was about to add,” he said, “that you have a singular talent 
for shining at the wrong end!” . 

The face that tiashed round on him no Jonger wore a smile ; and 
the tlush that had supplanted the blush was nv imitation of any- 
thing but the fires we see down the gratings in Sloper's Alley when 


the os | alamaae on the Zelegraph are waking up the fires with 


DECEIVERS EVER! 

“Gapzooks!"” ejaculated the gallant Major, when the first 
shower fell at Epsom, and an inky stream trickled down from his 
moustache to the defilement of his chin and shirt-front ; “1 have 
heard of the hazard of the dye, but never realised what it meant 
till now—and ten and sixpence a bottle, too! Blood and wounds! 
oe te back to Bond Street .I'll stutf it down the caitiff's 

ron 

But, bless you, he didn't, Oh, dear, no! In point of fact, in 
consideration of the villainous hairdresser returning him his 
moneys, he actually wrote the fellow a lying testimonial on his club 
note-paper, Ten and sixpence is a consideration nowadays. 


—— 


Ewery Wrednesday. 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
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saturday, dune 16, 1894.) 
THE LATEST CRAZE. 


onl for the collecting of cigar ribbons has just arisen among young 
[4 fon ities, who use them for making into fancy table-covers, ete. 


— oo aera HeE(after vere ). 

Lt vues? you wll) Say, dvi ge ps 
the matter be? 

Could “a4 proposal, 

80 any patter 
4 » ANY pa 


If I have pained 
te) I'll mad asa 
atter 


Let me my "s 
grief Mell a 
My decline and my 

fall will be worse 
than old Gib- 
bon's 
If, after my vows 
(aside) — what Z 
fancy were glib 
uns—— 
SHE (impuleively), 
» promise you'll 
give me your best 


clear rib 
And that will assu- 
age all my care. 


n gevér sive vee 


cigar Pebhoal 


HE ( ord arsategei 
Rut say, dear, wherefore this hobby-ness? 
Why should the want of these cause you such sob-biness ? 
Still, T will swear (in my best ‘s'elp-my-bob'-incss), 
Ne'er from my darling to roam. 
SirF ( thetically). 
I feel that you'll e’er be most loving of lovers, 
For faithfulness e’er in my darling’s tone hovers ; 
But your best cigar ribbons I crave to make covers 
For tables in our Happy Home! 
He, of course, promises, She falla on his manly chest, 
and murmurs,“ Lam thine!” 
——¢ 


A BAD SPEC. 

“Rap times for farmers, lately, did you say? Why, lor’ bless ye, 
bad times ain't the word for the crucl, blightin’, perishin’ bad luck 
as we've had the last ten years a’ more.” 

The weather-beaten old ulturist ars down his glass and 
clinced defiantly around the little sanded beer parlour, as though 
challenging anyone to gainsay him, but as we were the only other 
occupant he met with no opposition, and after draining his glass, 
ve ted his churchwarden and puffed away in contemplative 
silence, 

“Tell ye what,” he snid suddenly, after n few moments, “just to 
show you the sort o’ thing we ‘as to contend ag'‘in’, I'll 
just show you what 
happened to me 
only last year. 
Dang me, if it don’t 
a'most gnake me 
come out in pimples 
tothink of it even 
how.” 

Wesnid weshould 
be very glad to hear 
him, and suggested 
that perhaps 
another drink 
would allay any 
painful memories 
which the recital 
mizht call to mind, 
He said he thought 
», too; and when 
he neat, rustic 
hand- maiden had 
a ied our wants, comme..ced his interesting story as follows : 

“It's like this ‘ere, sir,” he said, nodding his respects to us, as he 
lew away the froth from his ale, “ this ‘ere neighbourhood used to 
warm with sparrers some time ago, and a powerful lot o’ harm 
hem birds did do to the fruit and corn, I tell you. Well, they 
ent on multiplyin’ and increasin’, andithings got so bad they had 
very ble: ear out of a twelve acre field of wheat, and didn't 
eave enough to make a quartern loaf with. 

“Well, I made up my mind I'd exterminate ’em somehow. 
Shootin’ on ‘em didn't seem to make no difference, so I lets it be 
hown as I'd give thruppence a score for sparrers’ eggs as was 
rouzht me. Well, I ‘ns several hundreds brought me the first 
eek by the boys about, and I parts with a few shillin’s cheerful 
Mough,and thinks I, at this rate, my beauties, there won't be many 
you about next year. The days go by, though, and the eggs kecp 
urin’ in, and soon they take to bring ‘em in to me, not by scores, 
hundreds, but by thousands, sir, yes, thousands. Goodness 
ows what I paid over’ 1 lost count altogether after a time, 
nd it's ruin FE saw starin’ me in the face, without I was to f° back 
my word, Well, just as 1 was thinking over things, I got a 
ter advising me that ten thousand eggs had been forwarded 
fely packed, and inclosing invoice. Well, this fairly did me. 1 
ore there was something wrong, and I clapped on’ my hat, and 
nt around to make a few inquiries. And what do you think I 
und out? Why, that the artful beggars, after clearing all the 
zs in the neighbourhood, was actually importin’ of ‘em from all 
er the country, and I did hear as they talked of turning the spec. 
to a limited company. Hard times? well, what can you do 
inst dod o’ them sort?” And the worthy farmer finished 
s beer, and left me to decide the question myself. 

—S 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 

MaYpE MAGREE, 

EXTENDING o'er the eagea f side, 
My lands are fertile, fair and wide, 
And scarce a man in all the shire 
Has wealth enough to be thcir 


buyer. 
But if I could hear sweet Mayde 


agree 
A heart-felt love-song sing to me, 
The lnnds that unto me belong 
I'd gladly sell them for a song! 


My argosies, with plenteous hoard 

Of articles of commerce stored, 

Like old Antonio’s, skim the deep, 

And on my riches riches heap. 

But if 1 could hear sweet Mayde 
Magree : 

A genuine love-song sing to me, 

My precious ships, so stout ana 


strong, 
I'd gladly sell them for a song! 


The bachelor ways that please me 
well, 

My flirtings with the season's belle, 

My club, my stud, my dogs, my 

Are joys I erst could ill resign 

re joys le . 

But it I could hear sweet Maydo 
Magree 

A true-love's love-song sing to me, 

“hore habits that have checred me long, 

CU part with them for that sweet song! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—_—_— 


Borton’s WATER CHUTES, EARt's Court, June 4th, 1894. 
DEAR ALLY,—I write you that we may renew our friendship of 
last season, and on behalf of Capt. Boyton, extend an invitation to 
your interesting Family, including yourself, to visit the Water Show 
and “Shoot the Chutes.” In confidence, Old Chap, would say 
that your proverbial bottle of “ Unsweetened ” can descend with you 
without danger of adulteration, as with the Patent Chute Boats 
there is no splash. Hoping to hear from you soon, that we may 
make all arrangements for your august Self, arrange Guard of 

Honour, etc., etc. Yours truly, O. J. STANTON, F.O.S. 


— 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 


No, 222.—He Puts on His Bicycue Suit. 
Ix his buzzum the heart of the Eminent rose, 
Till it almost resembled the size of his nose. 
For the morning was Sunday, athirst was the Mound : 
And “Old Joe” for winners a smeller profound, 
Yet Old Slink for a drink has 2 nose more astute, 
So he dressed with much zest in his bicycle suit. 


There were shouts of applause in the Kennington Road, 
And with rapture the hearts of the Claphamites glowed, 
And the people of Balham upsprang from their beds 
And from out of the windows projected their heads, 
And the aristocrats who in Tooting abide 

Were filled up to their throttles with pleasure and pride, 
For by instinct they knew that Humanity's Friend 

Did his way through their streets on his bicycle wend : 
And they gloried to think that the r F.0.M., 

Who was working himself to a shadow for them, 

Had at last found the time his lost health to recruit, 
And was bicycling forth in his bicycle suit. 


But no thought of his health had incited the Wreck 
On his crazy old bike to endanger his neck, 

He'd decided as far as old Epsom to spin 

That he there might consump a big ocean of gin 
Asa bold bonii-fide. So forth he did shoot, 


Till all wringing with sweat was his bicycle suit. 


° * * J J 
Up to London from Epsom walked slowly the Wreck, 
ith a broken-down bieycle perched on his neck, 
And the oaths that he uttered were frequent and free, 
And hia thirst had increased to a fearful degree. 
For his plan to get liquor had borne him no fruit: 
HE'D FORGOT TO PUT CASH 1N H18 BICYCLE SUIT! 


——— 


ABOUT THEATRICAL COURTSHIP. 

Ir there's one thing more than another that they don’t seem 
to understand on the stage it's the art of mating love. It may 
seem all right for bashful people, people of limited opportunities, 
or people who like more than one spring onion in the salad to 
stand six feet apart and the fellow throw up his hands and 
beg for n woman's heart just as he would plead for—for—say that 
ae geal bottle of Bass two minutes after closing time; 
but every man who ever dodged a cheeseplite knows that a 
woman's affections are not won in that way. Fishing for women’s 
hearts ia ever so much easier than spearing sand-cels—but not if 
you go about it according to the plans and specifications they use 
at the Adelphi, the Haymarket and the St. James's, When a man 

ps the question in a play he goes down on his knees and bleats 
t out like a lamb that has got lost and is beginning to funk about 
it, and then if the girl says she can never be his, he shows what n 
miserable outsider he is by swearing he will have “revenge,” and 
skulks away and forthwith becomes a criminal of the lowest order, 
and as disagreeable as a Zoological Gardens monkey that has 
swallowed a castor-oil capsule which it mistook for a grape when 
offered by a lighthearted visitor. If anything will make a sensible 
woman snub a man it is to have him tlop on his knees at odd times 
and in unexpected places, The proper way—at least so we are told 
by an expert—is to go at it like a man with warm blood (and an 
extra whisky and soda) in him, and in case her answer is favour- 
able, as it is very age to be if the previous negotiations have been 

roperly conducted, no shilling guide-book is needed to inform 

im what to do next. From that time to the eventful day he 
walks on air, and the sight of an oo towel-horse at 
a furniture-dealer’s shop door fills him with emotions he never 
knew before. He feels at peace with all the world, no matter how 
much he may owe his tailor. . 

Then there's another thing. When the lover with the dress 
waistcoat and shect-iron shirtfront, who has not bruised his shins 
in vain in the stencilled halls of the canvas palace is accepted, 
instead of taking the unfortunate young woman to his arms in a 
long lingering embrace that makes Paradise seem little more than 
a small suburban station, he brings the tips of her fingers to his 
lips with a jerky, convulsive sort of grab, sobs out his thanks ina 
voice like tho East-wind coming through a keyhole, drops her 
hand like a hot potato, plunges into the forest and is secn no more. 
In one or two exceptional cases where he has been scen in, he 
was up the Congo, fighting the Oopacks, or aboriginal tea-planters, 
led by the Moning Souchong or somebody. 

It has been claimed at one of the meetings of the Playgoers’ 
Club, that the theatre is a school in which lessons of the highest 
value are taught; but as an academy for the diffusion of know- 
ledge in regard to courtship, it is a mere kids’ Kindergarten 
compared to other means within the reach of every stripling who 
owns 2 moustache and a second suit. A seventeen-year-old girl, 
who has been three seasons at a Brighton boarding school, can 
give a young man more sound tips sbout courting at a single 
sitting than he would pick up at the Adelphi in seven ycars. 


—_——_—_-————. 


OUR ONLY CHILD. 

Ovr only chiid was five years ol, 
With cheeks of rose and hair of gold, 
With childish spirits uncontrolled, 

And lips that smiled 
A sunshine that our fond hearts swelled, 
And all our clonds of grief dispelled ; 
And in the bonds of love we held 

Our only child. 


Our only child was five years old 
When we kissed its face, so white and cold, 
And laid it in the churchyard mould 

With weepings wild ; 
And preachers from our babe would win 
Our tears, condemning it as sin 
To keep our rouls stiil centred in 

Our dear, dead child, 


Our only child was five years old 

When laid within the churchyard mould ; 

And, though we fain would be cuonsuled 
And reconciled, 

How can we feel resigned to heaven, 

For that a gift so kindly given 

Is from us thus unkindly riven— 
Our only child? 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
A Norsy Poet: Dib-din. 
TYRE and Sid(e)on: A bieycle, and a cyclist who is showing 
himeelf off a good deal. f 
WHEN a traveller peacefully and painlessly smokes his after- 
dinner pipe at a rural tavern, how is it that we can't commiserate 
him on nls tondigeation? 


191 
HIS LITTLE GIRL. 


—— 


é CHAPTER XIV. 

“You have a husband already?" ejaculated Jack Trevor. as he 
turned pale and grasped the corner of the table with a shaking 

nd. 

Strange to say, the revelation Clotilde had made did not appear 
to disturb her much, 
though it seemed to 
be a severe “ facer” 
to Jack Trevor. As 
he gazed on, she 
seemed to develop a 
heartlessness which 
he thought was en- 
tirely foreign to her 
nature. He thought 
even that he detected 
a demure smile flick- 
ering at the corner of 
her lips, and it flashed 
across his mind that 
he had been the vic- 
tim of a heartless flirt. 
He remembered that 
others besides himself 
had wooed her, been 
at her feet, and had 
been rejected. He 
was but another vic- 
tim to be gmageet at 
her chariot wheels to 
make Society merry, 
“A husband sreedy ! 
he repeated, blankly. 

“ Yes, Ihave a hus- 
band already, Jack. 
A very good fellow I 
believe him to be, 
but, for certain rea- 


nivike 
ih 
i 


“You have a husband alrealy ?” 


sons, we have lived 
apart.” 
“ Married—marricd. Then you have lured me to love you just 


that aa aight add to your other triumphs, while you knew this bar 
exiated?"”’ 

“To some extent, hae ; and to a considerable extent, no. I did 
not lure you, Jack Trevor, but I gave you every opportunity to 
learn to love me. I felt that to gain your love would be a triumph. 
Ere long I learned to love you sincerely, for—for—you are my 
hushand !” 

“What—do you mean to say Iam your husband?” exclaimed 
Jack in rapturous tones. 

“Yes, my husband.” . 

“Clotilde, my darling, I can scarce believe it!” cried Jack, as he 
threw his arm round her waist. 

“ But it is so,” said Clotilde, shyly, as she looked into his eyes. 
“Can you forgive me?” 

“Forgive you, with all my 
heert; you have made me the 
happiest of men. But why—why 
on =e did you not tell me this 

er ” 

“Well, Jack, that was my 
desire for a triumph. Had you 
recognised meas your wife ere you 
had learned to love me, I might 
have doubted if you did love me. 
Now—”" 

“Now?” 

“Tam satisfied.” 

“And your guardian—does he 
know of this?’ 

“Not a word.” 

“What will Rance say?” 

* Mister Ranee, if you plense, 
Mister Ranee,” said that worthy, 
at the doorway which he had 
just entered, and Jooked_ with 
some surprise at Jack Trevor 
and Clotilde as they stood hand 
in hand before him. “Mister 
Ranee says that you have no 
business to be here, sir, that's 
what he says.” 

“Indeed,” said Jack Trevor, 


coolly. 

Yes, indeed,” said Mr. Ranee. 
“You tell me that you want to 
marry someone that you are in love with. Get away to her—we 
don’t want you fooling around here. Get away, and leave my little 

” 


ri! 

‘ ae little girl no longer,” said Jack Trevor. “ My little girl 
in future.” 

“Is that so, Clo.?” said Mr. Ranee. 

“It is so,” replied Clotilde, as she looked at Jack fondly with a 
reassuring smile. 

“ An’ there ain't going to be no duke?” said Rance. 

“No dukes,” 

“Only plain Jack Trevor?" 

“Yes: plain Mrs. Jack Trevor.” 

“Well, perhaps it is better as it is,” said Mr. Phil Rance, as he 
rat solemnly down. “Look here, Mr. Trevor, do you forgive me 
for my share in this business?” f 

“Forgive you?) Why, 1 «m obliged to you fora wife. But it 
will be best to Iet 
bygones be bygones. 
We will sink the African 
part of the ceremony 
altogether and be mar- 
ried here.” 

“Won't that be biz- 
amy?” said Mr. Phil 
Ranee. 

“] don't know the law 
on the matter. We will 
risk it, however, and 
plead, if we are found 
out, that it was justitia- 
ble bigamy.” 

* 


e e 

Mr. Phil Rance was 
made a happy man by 
being allowed to ar- 
range the whole of the 
wedding ceremony, and 
his gift of diamonds to 
the bride was considered 
n marvel of splendour. 
Mr. Jim Hardcole 
turned up at Jack 
Trevor's bachelor apart- 
ments the night before 
the wedding ceremony 
witha view tocollecting 
blackmail. What he did 
collect was a surprise 
when he learned who 
the bride was, and a a, 
pair of black eyes, which Mr. Phil Rance adiinistcred with 
considerable satisfaction. 


“ Mister Rance, if you please.” 


She looked at Jack fondly. 


Tnt Esp, 


—. 
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192 ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. NOT QUITE WHAT HE WANTED. 


POT. PLAIN 


s 
The Sisters Billiarde-Dalle. 


: Vi EDS We 
In Si 7 


by 


ae 


No. 361.—CarTain RONALD Scott, F.O.S. 


“Although, as fur as this country is concernel, electricity is 
but still in its infancy, the hero of this week's F.O.S. Gallery 
can lay claim to having considerably developed it in Enzlanw! 


“That's it, "Arry, let's ‘ave a dance. If Lord Nelsing 


Saye " pel eons sat Husband. 1 feel just 1m a mood to read something startling, something sensational; something, in fact, objects, chuck ‘im overboard !” 
pi rodaadog ty Stetemueis. . oF Beaatian Elieom, ales which will make my hair stand on end, Can you recommend anything ? ‘ (Lord Nelsing, presumably, ts the officer 
it, let them apply to Captain Ronald Scott himself. 11 his Wye. Yes; just cast your eyes down my last dressinaker’s bill. in the background, 
auawer be not satisfactory, it will be pretty emphatic. The gal- 


lant Captain is at times a little unscrupulous in his methods, FISHING EXTRAO 
For instance, his attempt to press the unassuming clouds into his i 
services for electrical experiments has been severely censured 
by promines winbers of the Salvation Army. Four all this, 
nh Seutt has not yet succumbed. The srenial 
ry precocious in his habits; and vo amount of per- 
suasion contd compel him to pluck the merry winkle from its 
shell with anything but au eighteen carat gold pin, Bat penins 
is proverbially cecentric, aml Captain Ronakl Scott is no 
exeeptioy to the rule. Chicily because of his ‘Sizns in the 
Chowls’ our hero was created F.0.S8., aml the ‘Sloper Award of 
Merit’ presented tu him June 2nd, 1894."— Debrert dawproved. 


ROINARY. 


~ 


W. THM somrniW WOOMWN SSSNO 


: e 
: Ve \ 6 A.0.—Mr, Chudds. Now, Jim, remember — eight o'clock sharp, and bring the 8 P.M.—Jim. He, he! hel fill {t, right enouzh, ard no error. Sut the wust 
— ee ( large wheelbarrow. Ill undertake to fill it, see ? job'll be to get the old porpoise aboard. 


AT THE CANTCEUM THEATRE. 


If it is the sole object of ladies who frequent the pit of the 
theatre to obstruct the view of those behind, ALLY SLOPER 
sugyests that perhaps this fashion of hat would be even more 
effective than the present mode. 


% ) Zi 
Fair One (to Driver). And you came down Baker Street and didn't drop IT at the “Yes, my boy, this horse Len fd side by side with Ladas the other day fur upwards of 
Chamber of Horrors. I'm ashamed of you! ten miles, both going at full speed.” “How was that?” “Oh! they were both 

(‘ndeseribable feelings of 1T, who had been trying to make an impression. travelling in a railway train together.” 


GIRLS SLOPERS KISSED. THE NAKED TRUTH. 


“Call that a shell jackct ? Well, it’s got a pretty big kernel in 
it, at avyrate.” 


He. Mave you heard that the next hanging committee at the 
Royal Academy is to be composed of Mr. Horsicy, a British 
“Garn, you long-ear'd tater-face ! if it wasn't for your Matron, and a Glasgow Policeman ? 
size you'd be like our old moke put in pickle. 'Cos why ? She. No; but 1 heard that Sir Frederick had resigned, and 
‘Cos you'd be ass-salted.” Mr. McDougall had been made P.R.A. 
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“Great Scot and Sausages! it’s my long lost Tabby.” 


(Saturday, June 16, 1604, 


